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not prevent liim from being superior to his
time. I should like to say that, some day,
to persons as prejudiced as you are. I am
reading the novel of my friend, Madame de
Boigne. It pains me. She is a person of
much wit, who exposes her faults and criti-
cises them bitterly, but persists in them.
She passed more than thirty years without
saying a word of this novel, and she ordered
its publication in her will. It surprised me
as much as if I heard that you printed a
treatise on geometry.

CCXCIIL

PARIS, Thursday, April 4, 1867.
DEAR friend, here I am, at last, in Paris.
I did not write to you, because I was too
sad and could say only painful things of
myself and of this sublunar world. You will
find me very ill, but very happy to see you.
If the weather be fine Friday morning, we
may go together to the Museum of the
Louvre. I hardly dare to go out, because I
fear the cold, but am ordered to take exer-
cise. I hope you are still prosperous. Theyt, blinded and dazzled by the noise of
